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After  Leaving 

I  saw  us  once 

stranded  at  an  airport  in  Munich 

or  perhaps  Amsterdam,  empty  pockets 

and  two  small  bags  tossed  carelessly  beside  us. 

You,  bending  arms  in  exaggerated  motions, 

dusting  off  your  high  school  German 

or  French  or  just  stretching  out  your  neck 

to  understand  a  thick  accent  to  find 

work  or  a  place  to  stay.  And  me, 

sitting  scrunched  up  beside  you, 

scribbling  into  a  notebook  and  watching 

American  businessmen  talking  on 

cell  phones,  disinterested  locals  reading 

or  pretending  to  read  the  most  recent  magazines, 

looking  up  only  to  scoff  at  the  awe-struck 

tourists,  whose  fascinated  eyes  go  out  beyond  them, 

none  of  whom  so  much  as  glance  down 

at  us  as  they  pass  by. 


And  when  I  saw  this, 

I  almost  set  my  life  down,  gently 

so  as  not  to  shatter  anything  and  hopped 

over  the  train  tracks  to  your  house 

where  you  sat  waiting,  leaning  back, 

feet  crossed,  outside  of  your  window  on  top 

of  your  roof,  holding  your  ideas, 

twinkling  like  keys  in  the  moonlight, 

loosely  in  your  outstretched  hand. 

But  some  odd-shaped  shadow  held  me  back 

though  not  without  a  violent  fight 

and  I  never  made  it  across  those 

train  tracks.  I  know  your  train 

car  has  long  since  left, 


3 


but  I  still  remember  those  shining  dreams 
of  imperfect,  careless,  free  lives,  and 
maybe  someday  in  Cairo 
or  Venice  our  tracks  will 
cross  once  again. 

JAndrea  %tine 
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Fridays  in  the  Basement 

Friday  evenings  at  the  college  on  the  hill, 
There  were  movies  screened  in  the 
Basement  of  the  student  center. 

Even  those  not  involved  with 

The  film-threading  ritual  stood  around 

As  if  in  homage  to  the  magic  lantern. 

MGM,  Universal,  Paramount  Pictures. 

I  watched  a  hairline  fracture 
Dance  a  squiggled  jig,  imperfection 
In  the  film  entering  ionization; 

Looked  through  the  distraction  to  the  creases 
In  the  screen  dulled  yellowed  with  age  and  a 
Random  speckling  of  mold. 
The  illusion  flawed  as  a  shadow  of  reality 
Took  its  seat. 

Howard  Hawks,  Alfred  Hitchcock. 

This  perspicacious  dismissal  of  a  sort  of  imagination 
Was  not  something  I  was  necessarily  thrilled  about. 
And  when  I  looked  to  either  side  I  could 
No  longer  connect  with  their  eyes  that 
Were  busy  organizing  the 
Brightly  colored  surface. 

I  couldn't  stop  following  the  hidden  lines, 
The  secret  code  of  squiggles. 

I,  interrupting  the  projected  reality  with  my  cast  shadow 
Found  in  perfect  silence  the  half-deserted  streets, 
The  brief  duration  of  desert  sand, 
And  the  empty  sleeve  fluttering  of  the  sea. 

(Brian  Hutf 
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Lost  at  the  Zoo 


There  are  no  nice  red  dots  to  announce 
with  comfortable  familiarity 
"You  are  here." 

We  find  ourselves  instead  before 
watchful  alligators  whose  smiles 
obscure  a  voracious  appetite. 
Jagged  teeth  and  calloused  hide 
Chilling  us  beneath  the  sweltering  sun. 
Arrows  declare  "This  way  to  the  rainforest." 
Blindly  we  follow  the  face  of  the  red  panda. 

His  bandit  face  steals  our  momentum; 

like  a  rudderless  ship  adrift 

in  a  whirlpool  we  circle  aimlessly, 

lost  to  our  goals.  The  red 

panda  mocks  us  high  atop  his  spiked 

throne.  As  both  judge  and  executioner 

his  stern  visage  haunts  us  with 

laughter  evident  in  inanimate  eyes. 

Frustrated  by  our  camouflaged  desires  now  hidden 

even  from  us.  Blind  turns  and  leaps  of  faith 

lead  us  to  monkeys  playfully  calling  to  each  other. 

Excited  screeches  invite  us  to  forget  we've  lost  our  way. 
Silky  brown  fur  and  raucous  shrieks  make  for 
temporary  distractions,  but  the  red  panda  will  not  parole 
us  so  easily.  Hunted  by  our  quarry  we  flee  our  spacious 
prison. 

Haphazardly  we  plan  our  escape 

back  to  reality.  Sharp  left  at  the  prowling  wolves  whose  howl 
sends  shivers  up  our  spines.  Right  now  at  the  shy  giraffe,  then 
left  again  before  brilliant  flamingos,  skidding  to  a  stop  before  the 
still 

watchful  alligators.  Cold  hard  eyes  seem  to  say 
"We've  been  waiting  for  you." 

(Bethany  Carroll 
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Faint  Work  of  Art 


His  smile  fades  from  her  mind 
and  she  lets  it. 

His  once  intricately  drawn 
face  is  now  a  blurred 
water  color,  hanging  behind 
her  immediate  thoughts. 

Before,  it  was  sharper  than  the  snapshot 

at  the  campsite; 

Her  cowboy  hat  tilted 

saucily  on  his  buzz-cut  head, 

his  body  frozen  in  a  John  Wayne  stance. 

That  summer  he  traded  blue  jeans 
for  fatigues  and  his  pool  sticks 
for  an  M-16, 

No  longer  profound  as 

Van  Gogh's  solitary  cypress, 

But  uniform  as  a  single 

stalk  of  wheat  in  his  Green  Wheat  Field. 


Codie  (PoCC 
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To  Daddy,  On  True  Independence 

As  long  as  you  were  here 
I  never  needed  a  man  in  my  life. 
Men  were  disposable  rags 
Discarded  once  the  dusting  was  done. 
Money  came  from  pines  behind 
The  house,  and  education  was  a 
Frivolity  meant  for  unfortunate  creatures 
Without  enough  creativity  to  carve 
Brighter  destinies  out  of  necessities. 

As  long  as  you  were  here 
I  had  no  real  anxiety  except  from 
Pleasing  or  purposefully  displeasing  you. 
All  other  cares  were  casually  placed 
On  your  shoulders  and  only  considered 
During  well-placed  lectures  which 
I  often  carelessly  chose  to  ignore. 

Bright  ideals  and  aggressive  optimisms 
Became  rose-colored  play  toys  for  the  mind. 
I  felt  like  Gloria  Steinem  on  a  Ferris  wheel, 
Riding  high-minded  speeches  with 
High-pitched  laughter;  once  flying,  arms  in  the  air, 
Then  holding  tight  to  a  pole  to  stay  on  top, 
Going  up,  down,  around  all  at  once, 
Extending  adolescence  well  beyond  its  time  until 
Time  turned  optimistic  rose  to  reality  grey, 
Stopped  the  wheel  and  took  you  away  from  me. 

Lesa  Johnson 
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The  Lonely  Cowboy 
Chris  Tangemann 


When  he  stepped  out  of  the  changing  room  her  face  lighted 
with  that  mysterious  and  undeniable  energy  which  seemed  to  be 
not  originated  from  some  eternal  and  unfathomable  depth,  but 
from  her,  as  though  all  things  emanating  life  in  the  universe  were 
but  players  rehearsing  and  performing  the  imitation  of  their  own 
alpha  source  which  became  a  physical  image,  seeable  if  not 
touchable,  when  she  smiled.  He  needed  no  convincing.  He  paid 
the  clerk  at  the  register  a  sum  of  money  which  would  have  to- 
taled a  week's  wages  at  one  time  in  his  life,  and  that  not  long 
ago,  and  left  the  store.  That  night  they  passed  spectrally  along 
the  streets  and  sidewalks  of  the  town,  strolling  in  the  white  light  of 
the  high  October  moon,  her  silk  black  hair  tucked  neatly  in  a  bun 
and  concealed  beneath  the  sun-yellow  bonnet  and  her  petite 
hands,  cloistered  in  the  satin-sleeved  gloves,  humid  as  the  south- 
ern air,  softly  gripping  his  folded  stony  arm  as  though  that  very 
point  where  the  hands  met  the  bicep  was  a  foreshadowing,  a 
promise  of  things  to  come  concerning  the  mystery  denoting  the 
androgynous  essence  of  that  indomitable  union  between  mascu- 
linity and  fragility. 

He  never  gave  in  to  her  insistence  that  he  embrace  the  no- 
tion of  God,  in  any  form  or  practice  which  she  would  have  consid- 
ered a  start  at  least,  a  fixed  point  from  which  to  expand  and 
thereby  resist,  indeed  utterly  obliterate  the  deterioration  which 
was  and  is  and  is  forever  to  be  the  fate  of  man  as  atheist,  as  a 
body-cell  and  nothing  more  than  some  sum  total  of  x-pounds  of 
deteriorating  and  withering  flesh  and  electric  impulses  signaled 
from  the  brain  to  each  respective  limb  and  organ  fated  to  last  a 
lifetime  in  appearance  only  but  lasting  only  a  fraction  of  an  infini- 
tesimal fraction  in  fact.  His  graying  years  far  removed  from  the 
reminiscence  of  their  exuberant  youth  and  he  as  far  removed 
again  from  his  graying  years  and  finding  himself  having  a  late 
lunch  in  an  old-fashioned  home-cooking  restaurant  with  the  soft 
gold  light  of  the  pre-dusk  sun  falling  through  the  windows  upon 
his  emaciated  face  and  he  surveying  the  restaurant  with  con- 
founded eyes.  People  pretending  not  to  notice  the  ancient  man  in 
the  authentic  cowboy  garb  he  had  taken  from  out  of  the  closet 
beside  his  wife's  once  yellow  now  aged  to  sepia  period  gown  and 
not  even  considering  the  possibility  that  the  six-shooter  pearl- 
handled  pistol  in  the  holster  of  his  tattered  leather  belt  was  a  live 
arm  carrying  live  rounds.  And  her,  not  with  God  because  there 
was  no  God,  and  therefore  not  with  him  because  the  great  inex- 
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haustible  chasm  divided  now  the  indivisible  being  that  was  their 
unity  till  death  do  them  part  and  it  did  and  he  knew  it  and  hated  it 
all  along  from  the  last  day  he  looked  into  her  eyes  saying  "I  love 
you  so  much"  and  her  pleading  "you  must  not  do  this  to  me  I 
must  know  that  I  will  see  you  again  that  you  believe  in  God."  And 
he  telling  her  that  he  did  even  if  he  did  not  mean  it.  And  the  wait- 
ress, dark  haired,  soft,  thin  and  young  and  naive  to  the  cruel  po- 
tential of  the  world  and  of  people  and  of  senile  old  men  sick  with 
loneliness  and  emotional  destitution,  not  understanding  why  the 
old  man  would  pierce  her  thus  with  his  eyes  studying  from  be- 
neath the  rim  of  his  stained  leather  hat  saying  "you  don't  give  a 
damn  about  me  you  wouldn't  care  at  all  if  I  died  right  here  at  this 
table  as  long  as  it  had  a  five  dollar  bill  lying  on  it."  And  the  man — 
sitting  with  his  wife  who  carried  the  flesh  of  a  woman  once  small 
but  now  matured  with  childbearing  while  maintaining,  seemingly 
willfully,  her  smoothness  of  skin  and  elegance  of  curvature,  and 
two  small  children,  a  boy  and  a  girl  near  in  size  and  each  able  to 
form  sentences  well  enough  to  say  what  they  wanted  to  eat— 
hearing,  subconsciously  listening  to  the  nonsense  spilling  out  of 
the  mouth  of  the  ancient  cowboy.  The  waitress  briskly  fleeing  in  a 
subdued  panic  of  emotion  and  disappearing  behind  the  high 
hung  miniature  swinging  doors  and  into  the  chaos  of  the  butcher- 
ing and  life  recycling  kitchen.  And  the  old  man  buttering  his  bis- 
cuit with  quivering  hands  and  smashing  it  into  crumbs  in  his 
mouth  and  on  the  rims  of  his  lips,  not  because  he  rushed  to  eat 
but  because  the  biscuit  was  heavy  and  awkward  in  his  hand.  And 
the  waitress  arriving  at  him  again  cheerfully,  recomposed,  with  a 
glass  of  water  and  a  small  bowl  of  lemons  only  to  have  the  old 
man  thank  her  by  unabashedly  holding  and  gripping  her  small  but 
lively  backside  with  his  hand  and  saying  "you  want  a  marry  me 
darlin?"  as  she  turned  to  walk  away.  And  the  man  at  the  table 
beside  him  standing  up  and  saying  "that's  about  it  cowboy  what 
the  hell's  wrong  with  you?  that  could  be  your  granddaughter.." 
and  the  old  man  struggling  his  way  to  his  feet,  the  wooden  legs  of 
his  chair  screeching  on  the  floor,  and  searching  and  grasping  for 
his  pistol  with  both  hands  and  one  arm  crossing  his  torso  to  do  so 
and  pulling  it  out  lethargically  and  lifting  it  with  both  arms  to  aim 
with  the  rapidity  of  a  sloth  crawling  through  the  mud  knowing  that 
the  shore  will  not  retreat  but  will  remain  forever  in  its  rightful 
place  for  him  to  arrive  at  when  he  damn  well  pleases  and  some- 
how finding  the  strength  and  muscular  reflex  and  bone  alignment 
to  pull  the  trigger. 

The  dead  man  standing  frozen  in  mid-sentence,  shot 
through  the  heart  then  falling  mutely  to  the  floor  beneath  the 
dreadful  scream  of  his  wife  and  the  surreal  pop  of  the  discharged 
bullet.  A  minute  hole  appearing  high  in  a  wall  adjacent  to  the 
original  line  of  fire  though  no  one  notices  for  three  years. 
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And  the  people,  prior  to  the  shot,  seeing  the  ancient  cow- 
boy rise,  amused  as  though  watching  some  poorly  produced  the- 
atrical performance,  some  nearly  laughing  and  others,  mostly 
women  and  one  effeminate  man  nearly  crying  for  the  pity  of  the 
spectacle  of  the  old  dusty  man,  until  the  pop  of  the  pistol  and  the 
six-inch  radius  of  splattering  blood  and  cooked  flesh  exploding 
beneath  the  left  shoulder-blade  of  the  chivalric  Samaritan.  And 
they,  unable  to  flee  because  the  old  man's  table  sits  between 
them  and  the  only  possible  exits,  one  the  main  exit  and  the  other 
through  the  miniature  double  doors  to  the  kitchen.  Some  panick- 
ing, others  watching;  men  standing  stoutly  before  their  loved 
ones,  women  pressing  their  children  against  their  motherly 
breasts,  cowards  backing  away  crushing  themselves  against  the 
walls,  floor,  or  tables,  fools  desperately  pretending  normalcy  and 
order,  and  one  hero  jumps  the  old  man  who  stands  hubristic  in  a 
statuesque  rage  of  righteous  indignation.  A  pack  of  heroes  gain- 
ing access  to  the  ancient  cowboy  and  working  together  to  re- 
strain him  while  he  looks  up  at  them  with  wild  and  graying  eyes 
and  hair,  the  hair  thin  and  moist  at  the  roots  and  the  eyes  full  of 
confounded  chaotic  determination.  And  the  people  staying  until 
the  police  arrive  to  verify  that  they  have  indeed  witnessed  some- 
thing real,  an  actual  fact  that  will  be  confirmed  for  them  again  by 
the  eleven  o'clock  news  and  the  morning  paper  and  the  future 
promise  of  trial  testimony,  some  of  them  even  finishing  their 
meals,  and  the  old  man  saying  "somebody  call  my  wife  so  she 
can  come  and  get  me  I  need  to  talk  to  her  I  need  her  I  need  my 
wife"  and  yelling  "Samantha,  0  God  Samantha,  someone  please 
call  my  wife  or  they'll  kill  me"  as  the  police  cuff  him  and  compel 
him  and  him  fighting  as  a  poisoned  mouse  fights  against  the  jaws 
of  a  rattler  and  out  the  front  door  and  into  the  cold  and  quite  dark- 
ness of  the  new  and  somber  night. 
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Driving  Home  with  the  Telephone  King 

The  time  that  you 
Talked  on  the  phone 
All  the  way  back 
From  Atlanta  made 
Me  think  of 

The  misprinted  copy  of 
Sartre  in  the  library  with 
All  those  pages  of 
Print  so  thin 
The  words  flee 
From  the  eyes: 
Apparitions  on 
A  dry  white  bough- 
Being  and  Nothingness. 


(Brian  HuCC 
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At  the  Train  Crossing 

I  sat  in  my  car  at  the  railroad  crossing 

watching  the  red  lamps  flash  back  and  forth 

like  the  colored  lights  on  the  edges  of  signs 

at  nighttime  on  the  fairgrounds. 

I  could  hear  the  clanging  bells  ringing  boldly 

over  the  rain  tapping  at  my  glass 

as  I  thought  about  the  couple  who 

believed  getting  stuck  at  the  top 

of  the  Ferris  wheel  to  be  wonderful 

and  myself  who  was  still  afraid  of  heights. 

I  felt  so  low  sitting  there  at  the  tracks 
watching  the  rainwater  turn 
the  red  lights  into  bubbles  and  wondering  if 
I  could  stand  to  take  another  solo  ride 
at  the  fair  this  year. 

Then  the  lamps  went  out,  the  bars  lifted 

and  I  didn't  know  for  sure  if  a  train  had  even  passed. 

Lauren  (Robertson 
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Summer  Afternoons 

It  starts  over  a  single  glass  of  sink  water. 

I  am  thirteen,  that  tipping  point 

between  two  opposite  worlds. 

Taking  a  break  from  childish 

excursions,  we  rest  at  the  boys'  house. 

A  cheap  shot  to  the  face  and  he  is  spinning. 

Together  they  snap, 

two  boys  fighting  like  furious  men, 

this  brawl  of  brotherly  love. 

Strangled  cries  and  kicking  on  the  kitchen  floor, 

and  beside  me  another  little  neighbor 

girl  stands  sobbing, 

pouring  her  tears  into  her  palms. 

Then  with  frightening  strength, 

he  shoves  his  older  brother,  who  tips, 

hits  the  fridge  with  a  thud, 

and  slides  to  the  ground,  watery-eyed. 

Only  I  can  see  clearly  and  dryly. 

Here  is  my  life.  Tipping,  tipping. 

Until  their  mom  rushes  in  screaming, 

shirt  collar  pulling  and  arm  yanking, 

she  tears  out  their  childhood  and 

sends  it  crying  to  its  room 

then  turns  to  us,  the  girls. 

She  shrugs  and  smiles  sadly 

and  says,  "Boys  will  be  boys." 

findrea  %fine 
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The  Mourner's  Song 


A  chime  sung  sweet  aloft  is  carried 
By  soft-eyed  angels  through  the  storms, 
Of  life  and  its  encumbrance  on  us, 
Forlorn  we  weep,  in  dreams  we  mourn. 

The  tune  in  which  a  note  traverses, 
Beneath  the  wings  of  souls  divine, 
Halos  glisten  in  their  innocence, 
Yet  tarnish  now  in  thoughts  of  mine. 

Too  long  we  wait  with  seeds  of  lament, 
Grown  in  the  light  of  the  blessed  moon. 
Too  long  do  we  sit  to  watch  the  struggle, 
Fought  in  the  glow  of  a  sunlit  noon. 

Within  the  dawn  faintly  birthed  anew, 
A  sapling  of  hope  to  turn  the  tide. 
The  holy  guard  both  pure  and  sacred, 
Immortals  in  this  child  confide. 

Fly  into  dusk  with  lightning  that  pilfers, 
Life  from  this  heartless  darkness  contrived, 
In  the  fires  of  the  underworld  sulfurous  gold, 
Death  starkly  lingers  with  nowhere  to  hide. 

Yet  through  the  years  the  millstone  is  carried, 
Still  are  whispered  the  chants  of  seraphim  grand 
All  weight  is  borne  and  not  neglected, 
As  I  enter  lofty  heaven,  my  burden  in  hand. 


(Ryan  Warren 


Yellow  Lines 


Intense  silence  from  the  night  surrounds  the  empty  car; 
two  people  with  open  minds,  closed  by  tradition 
scan  the  road  ahead. 

Distance  keeps  them  safe  from  the  other  cars; 
the  fading  yellow  line  separates  each  world, 
breaking  sporadically  for  brief  encounters. 
Plastic  console  supports  a  lazy  elbow  and 
separates  the  two  surviving  in  this  drab  world. 
Wasted  time  filled  by  comments  of 
lingering  drivers  replace  ordinary  truths. 
Words  spent  on  cheap  laughs  steal  time 
from  knowledge  of  each  other. 

Conversations  continue  nowhere  just  like  the  road  ahead. 
<E.  JLshley  (pterin 
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Going  Back 

Stefan  Rogenmoser 


Ed  Stone  was  riding  his  bicycle  through  the  woods  keeping 
up  with  the  other  boys  on  the  new  trail  that  Bobby  recently  found. 
Ed  went  on  the  bicycle  ride  because  his  mother  and  father  were 
quarreling  in  front  of  him,  and  he  hated  to  see  them  squabble.  Ed 
rode  his  bicycle  over  to  his  friend  Bobby's  house,  and  his  friends 
were  all  there,  so  they  decided  to  go  for  a  ride. 

On  the  trail  Ed  ran  over  a  long  twisted  stick  that  got  his 
jeans  caught  in  the  chain,  which  made  him  fall,  and  his  bicycle 
landed  on  top  of  him.  By  the  time  he  got  up  and  got  going  again 
his  friends  were  out  of  sight.  As  Ed  stared  down  the  trail  he  felt 
the  sharp  ping  of  betrayal.  He  kept  riding  until  he  reached  the 
end  of  the  trail,  which  flowed  out  diagonally  with  several  brown 
leaves  that  merged  the  trail  into  an  unpaved  tan  colored  planta- 
tion road  canopied  with  large  old  oak  trees  on  both  sides.  The 
branches  of  the  oak  trees  stretched  out  like  many  crooked 
wrinkly  demon's  fingers  while  the  beautiful  leaves  made  a  green 
roof  over  the  road.  The  sun  was  shining  with  speckles  of  light 
shimmering  through  the  trees  that  made  a  series  of  various 
shapes  on  the  plantation  road.  Ed  still  didn't  see  any  of  his 
friends  on  the  plantation  road.  When  he  rode  to  the  end  of  the 
plantation  road  the  sand  made  a  fan  shape  of  dust  onto  a  four- 
lane  highway  that  had  grass  on  either  side  and  in  the  middle  of 
each  direction  of  the  highway.  The  grass  was  as  green  as  in  a 
dream.  Ed  stopped,  looked  around,  and  imagined  the  grass  re- 
flecting onto  his  face. 

The  rarely  used  jet-black  asphalt  of  the  highway  was  empty 
of  cars.  There  were  ripples  of  heat  waving  the  highway  into  the 
distantly  hazy  vanishing  horizon.  Ed  rode  his  bicycle  until  he 
came  to  a  gas  station  where  he  intended  to  ask  for  directions. 
The  station  had  old  pumps  that  looked  like  relics  of  the  1950's. 
When  Ed  got  closer  he  noticed  nobody  was  at  the  gas  station.  He 
was  thirsty  and  looking  about  the  gas  station  in  search  of  a 
spigot.  Ed  walked  around  back  where  he  found  a  white  house 
that  was  almost  connected  to  the  lube  shop  at  the  gas  station. 
When  Ed  looked  at  the  house  he  saw  that  the  old  gray  wood  on 
the  walls  was  visible  through  the  peeling  paint;  it  made  Ed  think 
of  the  old  outhouse  behind  his  neighbor's  house,  and  reminded 
him  of  the  time  when  his  father  made  him  paint  his  grandmother's 
house. 

Ed  walked  up  the  red  brick  steps  and  knocked  on  the  door. 
Soon  a  man  with  a  gray  mustache  and  partly  gray  hair  wearing  a 
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gray  suit  with  a  white  shirt  and  a  black  tie  appeared.  Ed  asked 
him  for  directions  and  the  man,  who  rarely  got  any  surprise  visits, 
invited  him  in. 

Ed  said,  "Can  you  tell  me  where  I  am?  I  need  to  be  home 
before  dark." 

The  man  replied,  "Now  here,  come  on  in,  have  glass  of  tea 
and  I'll  tell  you  how  to  get  home." 

The  man  in  the  gray  suit  gave  Ed  a  glass  of  sweet,  freshly 
made  ice  tea  with  a  lemon  in  it.  As  Ed  drank  his  tea  the  man 
walked  away  and  Ed  looked  into  a  bedroom  where  he  saw  a 
black  woman  tied  to  the  bed.  A  look  of  confusion  put  itself  upon 
Ed's  face  as  if  he  could  not  comprehend  what  he  just  saw.  Curi- 
ous to  this  peculiar  sight,  Ed  walked  into  the  room  where  the 
woman  was,  and  saw  a  little  black  boy  peep  his  head  out  from 
under  the  bed. 

The  black  boy  whispered,  "Help  us." 
Then  he  crept  back  under  the  bed.  Ed  got  his  Swiss  Army  knife 
out  of  his  pocket,  put  it  on  the  floor,  and  slid  it  under  the  bed  with 
the  side  of  his  shoe.  The  little  black  boy  gladly  took  the  pocket- 
knife. 

The  man  walked  back  into  the  room  and  asked  Ed,  "What 
do  you  think  of  this?"  pointing  to  the  woman  tied  to  the  bed. 

Ed  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  timidly  responded,  "l-l-l 
don't  know." 

The  man  said  to  Ed,  "Hang  on  a  minute,  stay  right  where 
you  are  boy." 

After  a  few  minutes  of  silence  just  standing  in  the  bedroom 
studying  the  bound  and  gagged  woman,  Ed  looked  for  the  man  in 
the  kitchen  and  in  the  entrance  hall,  but  did  not  see  him.  As  Ed 
looked  for  the  man  throughout  the  house  he  saw  a  half-smoked 
pack  of  Camels  on  an  organ  against  the  living  room  wall  that  was 
next  to  a  grandfather  clock  with  a  pendulum  swaying  from  side  to 
side.  Ed  touched  some  of  the  keys  on  the  organ,  but  no  sound 
came  out. 

Ed  called  out,  "Hey  mister,  mister,  where  are  you?  Can  you 
tell  me  how  to  get  back  to  West  Jimtown  Road?" 

But  there  was  no  answer.  Ed  heard  an  engine  crank  and 
start  outside,  and  he  went  to  see  if  it  was  the  man  in  the  gray 
suit.  As  he  walked  from  the  living  room  to  the  door  where  he  en- 
tered the  wooden  floor  creaked  eerily.  Ed  went  out  through  the 
same  door  he  came  in,  and  outside  he  saw  a  white  eighteen- 
wheeler  truck  loaded  with  a  four-seater  Cessna  1 72  that  had  its 
wings  detached.  It  was  the  old  kind  of  Cessna,  with  the  straight 
tail  and  no  rear  windows.  The  wings  were  tied  down  parallel  to 
the  fuselage  of  the  airplane  on  the  flatbed  of  the  trailer.  The  truck 
and  the  trailer  were  all  the  way  back  by  the  edge  of  the  woods, 
which  was  a  ways  back  from  the  house.  As  he  walked  towards 
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the  truck  Ed  saw  that  it  was  indeed  the  man  in  the  gray  suit  that 
was  in  the  truck,  and  noticed  that  the  truck  had  a  logo  on  its  door 
of  a  camel  eating  a  grandfather  clock. 
Ed  ran  out  to  the  driver's  side,  and  with  a  projecting  voice  to 
overpower  the  chugging  diesel  engine  he  inquired,  "Mister,  where 
are  you  going?" 

The  mustached  man  in  the  gray  suit  did  not  hear  Ed,  and 
he  pulled  the  truck  onto  the  still  empty  highway  and  drove  off  into 
the  heat-rippled  horizon. 

Years  from  now— when  Ed's  own  wife  files  for  divorce— he 
will  go  to  the  very  same  house  where  the  man  in  the  gray  suit 
and  the  woman  were.  Ed  will  try  to  fathom  what  has  just  hap- 
pened to  him.  Being  alone  has  and  always  will  bother  Ed,  and  he 
is  often  left  out,  which  deflates  his  ego.  When  Sandy  said,  "I  do" 
Ed  never  thought  that  she  would  wash  away  her  mind,  but  she 
changed  with  time  and  became  more  fickle  each  day.  Although 
Ed  will  keep  her  away  from  some  of  the  things  she  most  enjoys, 
they  are  things  that  will  nosedive  any  marriage  into  the  ground. 
She  will  no  longer  be  the  same  girl  he  married,  but  Ed  will  never 
think  she  will  do  what  she  did. 

He  will  be  so  frustrated  that  he  will  need  to  get  away  or  else 
he  will  bottle  up  his  agony.  He  will  pump  the  flat  front  tire  of  the 
very  same  bicycle  with  air.  The  bicycle  will  have  rusty  spokes  and 
handlebars,  and  the  brakes  will  not  function.  Ed  will  go  on  the 
same  trail  that  was  so  new  when  Bobby  found  it,  and  he  will  go 
on  the  very  same  plantation  road  with  most  of  the  same  trees.  Ed 
will  see  no  sunlight  shining  through  the  trees.  The  grass  Ed  sees 
next  to  the  highway  will  be  yellow  and  dead,  while  the  once  jet- 
black  asphalt  he  saw  will  be  cracked  and  faded  grayish-white 
from  exposure  to  almost  constant  sunshine.  The  gas  station  lube 
shop  will  be  half-collapsed  with  crumbled  concrete  on  top  of  one 
of  the  raised  lifts.  All  the  glass  will  be  shattered,  as  grass  and 
weeds  will  grow  through  the  cracks  of  the  pavement.  By  this  time 
the  house  will  be  abandoned  and  there  will  be  little  paint  left,  and 
most  of  the  gray  wood  will  rot.  When  Ed  goes  inside  he  will  see 
the  dusty  organ  that  makes  no  sound;  he  will  also  see  the  grand- 
father clock  that  has  stopped  ticking  with  its  pendulum  leaning 
slightly  to  one  side. 
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To  My  Teenaged  Son,  On  Choice 


When  fatal  illness  brokered  family  ties 
Like  blue  ribbon  baked  goods, 
Split  pie  of  grievance  and  left  crumbs  of 
Emptiness  - 

When  clouds  of  failure  rained  catastrophe  on 
Floods  of  shattered  dreams,  drowned  success 
In  an  overflowing  creek  of 
Disappointment - 

When  desperation  marketed  self-medication  for 
Pain  relief  and  promoted  promiscuity 
As  a  proven  cure  for 
Loneliness  - 

You  sprang  forth  like  lava  from  Mt.  St.  Helens, 
Bade  the  violent  rocks  to  cool,  then 
Settled  my  ashy  breast  against  your  cheek 
Until  we  slept  soundly. 

I  dreamed  of  high  mountain  peaks  with 
Redeeming  rainbows  and  thanked  God 
For  free  will,  since  choosing  Him  came 
Only  after  choosing  you  made 
Life  worth  living. 

Lesa  Johnson 
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Over  a  Cheeseburger  and  a  Chocolate 
Shake 

Flashback  to  a  moment  frozen  in  my  mind 
when  a  pretzel  spoke  all  the  words  we  wouldn't  say, 
and  a  cheese  stick  felt  enough  for  both  of  us. 
Rain  fell,  a  cool  refreshment  from  the  building  heat. 
Music  lit  the  night  like  the  neon  sign  marking  the 

parking  lot. 

Now  pause  the  recollection  just  before  the  words  spill  out 
over  a  cheeseburger  and  a  chocolate  shake. 
Hold  your  tongue,  or  fill  your  mouth  with  fries. 
Ah,  if  only  the  gossamer  me  in  memory 
would  do  what  I  was  never  able  to  achieve: 
Pick  her  heart  up  off  the  table  and  take  a  sip  of  soda. 
Instead  she  places  "heartfelt  confession"  on  the  menu 

for  free. 

The  words  pour  from  her  mouth  as  an  errant  gesture 
knocks  the  soda  to  the  ground. 

Fast  forward  to  a  casual  goodbye,  frosty  and  stiff. 

Heart  pieces  scattered  like  ice  cubes  from  the  tipped  soda. 

I've  lived  a  thousand  entrees  since  then  and 

sampled  hundreds 
of  desserts.  Never  have  I  come  close  to  tasting  that 
one  cheeseburger,  saturated  with  honesty  and 
sprinkled  with  regret. 

(Bethany  CarroCC 
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31  Miles 


I  drive  this  highway  alone. 

My  passenger  seat  stays  empty 

except  for  collected  books 

neatly  stacked,  barely  read  -- 

thin,  stale  pages  turning  yellow  in  the  sun. 

A  coat  for  every  season 
sleeps  snugly  behind  my  seat 
and  gas  receipts  from  several  weeks 
curl  up  in  my  console. 

My  gauges  say  time  for  a  checkup 
with  smoke  from  my  muffler  agreeing 
but  darkness  falls,  and 
night  drives  the  lights  out  in  the  city. 

I  need  gas, 

but  with  no  money 

or  time; 

all  that  is  left  is  going. 
I  am  running  on  empty. 

<E.  JLshfey  Cjtenn 
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A  Long  Island  Afternoon 
John  Dinkelmeyer 


Waves,  never  ending,  undulating  up  and  down,  in  a  mes- 
merizing rhythm.  The  wind  catches  its  breath  as  it  rushes  down 
one,  only  to  rise  up  the  top  of  the  next,  and  blow  the  top  into  a 
laughing  foam.  And  here  am  I,  sitting  in  the  sand,  watching  the 
gulls  bicker  at  each  other,  only  to  be  chased  away  by  children, 
who  giggle  as  they  fly  away.  The  sand  is  blown  over  my  feet,  into 
my  face,  gets  caught  in  my  hair,  and  I  close  my  eyes,  letting  Sol's 
rays  sink  into  my  skin.  It  will  slowly  turn  from  pale  tan,  to  a  darker 
brown,  like  the  leaves  on  the  maple  tree  in  my  front  yard. 

An  hour  later  I'm  in  the  water,  paddling  my  board  out  to  sea. 
The  ocean's  call  is  relentless,  and  I'm  caught  in  its  spell  as  I  ride 
wave  after  wave.  The  afternoon  is  a  dance,  and  I  know  my  part. 
The  water  can  be  shy,  but  I  am  patient.  I  sit  on  my  board,  staring 
into  the  horizon,  watching  for  the  rumor  of  a  wave.  Closer  and 
closer  they  come,  some  growing  in  strength,  others  dying  just  as 
they  get  to  me,  and  I  know  they're  laughing  at  me.  Then  the 
dance  begins,  because  she  won't  wait  forever,  and  the  waves 
come  in  a  quick  succession.  They  hurry  towards  me,  slowing  ris- 
ing above  the  surface,  until  they  begin  to  tower  above  my  small 
board.  A  few  quick  pushes  and  I'm  caught  into  it.  The  breeze 
shoots  into  my  face,  making  my  eyes  tear,  throwing  briny  drops 
into  my  mouth.  The  descent  is  an  exquisite  rush,  my  breath  is 
caught  in  my  mouth,  my  mind  focused  on  rising  to  my  feet.  Lean- 
ing back,  I  turn  my  board,  the  Rusty  emblem  now  covered  in  iri- 
descent liquid  as  I  cut  through  the  wave.  There's  a  solid  wall  of 
water  inches  from  my  face,  and  I  raise  my  hand  to  skim  its  sur- 
face, painting  runes  of  delight  on  its  skin  as  I  rush  past.  Time  is 
extended  as  I  dance  with  my  lady,  and  gently  bow  off  to  her  as 
her  first  movement  ends. 

The  dance  may  last  hours,  or  perhaps  just  one,  but  soon 
I'm  back  on  the  sand,  watching  from  my  blanket  at  her  magnifi- 
cence. Our  parting  was  bittersweet:  so  sad  to  see  me  go,  always 
knowing  I'll  be  back  soon.  The  sun  slowly  settles  into  her,  far  off 
on  the  horizon,  and  I'm  overcome  with  its  magnificence.  All 
around  me  people  leave,  completely  ignoring  the  most  incredible 
painting  to  be  seen.  Colors  slowly  merge  together  in  soft  or- 
anges, reds,  and  magentas,  surrounded  by  the  baby-blue  that 
covers  Long  Island.  Surely  God  is  the  most  meticulous  painter, 
the  sky  is  His  canvas,  the  ocean  His  mirror  to  reflect  His  glory. 
Finally,  alone  in  my  thoughts,  I  turn  and  walk  across  the  sand, 
considering  His  insurmountable  imagination.  The  grass  is  still 
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wavering  in  the  breeze,  the  sandpipers  are  running  across  the 
damp  sand,  and  the  waves  are  still  dancing  with  each  other,  hav- 
ing no  one  else  to  partner  with.  Against  this  portrait  I  am  a  minis- 
cule  detail,  but  a  devoted  admirer,  and  the  poet's  words  rush 
through  my  head:  "Father,  what  is  man,  that  You  are  mindful  of 
him?" 
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Among  Wolves 

I  know  whose  woods  these  are  when  I  hear  them. 
In  stillness,  whiteness,  dark,  an  echo  sounds 
Among  the  trees  like  pain,  like  a  wound. 
She  is  one  alone  as  she  howls  a  hymn 
Of  sorrow  for  her  own  or  other's  sins. 
A  cloud  of  breath  drifts  upward  in  the  moon- 
Lit  air,  an  oblation  to  some  God  unhuman. 
Her  family  hides  from  the  savage  system. 
Their  stratocumulus  coats  contain  night 
And  moon  illumination.  In  my  tent 
I  see  their  glossy  fangs,  bloody,  dripping; 
I  see  them  frolic,  while  in  sacrilege 
I  lay  alone,  still,  like  a  heretic 
At  peace  in  another  species  heaven. 

Chris  Tangemann 
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The  Star  that  Fell  on  a  Woman 
Brian  Gullberg 


About  thirty  feet  from  the  shore  of  a  lake  a  small  boat 
bounced  in  the  water  tied  to  the  end  of  the  dock.  The  clear  dark 
night  offered  the  sounds  of  scraping.  It  sounded  faintly  like  hard 
plastic  on  cheap  metal.  It  was  faint  enough  to  be  heard  down  the 
wooden  dock  and  echoed  across  the  water.  The  white  boat  had 
a  name  in  red  paint  that  had  faded  into  a  dull  copper  color.  The 
original  name  was  old  and  crossed  out  and  over  that  word  was  a 
freshly  painted  name:  Gimp.  The  boat  was  at  the  far  left  side  of 
the  dock  and  during  the  day  the  other  boats  had  to  pass  it  on 
their  way  out  to  the  lake. 

Three  boys  watched  the  boat  from  the  porch  of  the  nearby 
house.  The  darkened  shore  of  the  lake  was  like  an  old  black  and 
white  movie  reel.  Everyone  captured  within  its  frames,  all  drying 
their  sweat  with  large  white  handkerchiefs  and  trying  to  catch 
their  breath.  The  wind  moved  little  and  none  of  the  boys  had 
bothered  to  turn  on  the  light.  Anticipation  hung  in  the  sky  like  an 
uneasy  audience  waiting  for  the  next  round  of  dialogue.  And  the 
all  the  people  in  the  world  watched  like  mute  strips  of  tape  that 
happened  to  form  an  X,  marking  where  the  actors  were  to  stand. 
The  oldest  of  the  boys  said,  "What  would  happen  if  we  untied 
her?" 

In  the  dark  they  couldn't  tell  what  each  of  their  reactions 
were.  They  began  making  plans  to  let  the  boat  go  drifting  into 
the  lake.  All  three  had  the  time  to  do  it  that  night.  One  of  them 
had  to  be  home  before  one,  but  the  other  two  were  free  all-night. 
They  stashed  their  cans  under  their  chairs  and  walked  down  the 
stairs  just  like  any  other  day. 

Passing  an  underpowered  outside  light  one  of  the  looked 
nervous.  "What?" 

"Nothing,  but  we  should  be  quiet  right?"  With  more  care 
and  less  shuffling  the  three  made  it  towards  the  dock.  They 
crossed  the  green  lawn  into  the  gravel  as  immigrants.  They  had- 
n't come  to  pick  or  pluck  or  mow  but  to  push  and  force  their  wills 
into  something.  Little  dirty  sneakers  crunched  on  the  gravel  as 
they  neared  the  shore.  Clouds  and  fog  layered  the  water  and  the 
sky  blocked  out  everything.  In  the  lacking  light  their  faces  looked 
more  pale  and  stood  out  from  the  wisps. 

Almost  in  a  march  the  three  quietly  walked  across  the  wood 
of  the  dock.  Their  slow  steps  sounded  muffled  and  were  just  hol- 
low thuds.  They  had  all  played  and  run  across  this  dock  for 
years.  They  had  dived  and  yelled  in  the  sunlight.  One  boy 
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missed  a  crack  in  the  planks  and  his  rubber  sole  was  silently 
punctured  on  the  splintered  wood.  He  sharply  whistled  an  intake 
of  breath.  They  stopped  as  he  stopped  and  listened  to  the  noise 
hung  for  a  moment. 

Pause,  listen,  pause-  they  continued.  They  reached  the 
end  of  the  dock  and  the  smell  of  grassy  lawns  floated  around 
them.  Four  hands  quickly  found  the  ropes  securing  the  last  boat 
to  the  dock.  The  boys  pulled  and  strained  to  free  the  vines  from 
the  trunk  of  the  pylon.  They  moved  again  into  a  different  position 
and  still  couldn't  move  the  ropes.  After  watching  the  other  two, 
the  oldest  casually  flicked  a  knife  out  of  his  pocket.  In  a  dark 
flash  the  ropes  were  in  two  and  the  other  boys  were  on  their 
backs.  In  the  dark  the  oldest  boy's  face  was  hidden. 

"Come  on,  push."  He  quickly  moved  to  lay  down  on  the 
dock.  His  neck  over  the  water  and  his  face  almost  against  the 
boat.  Both  of  his  arms  stretched  out  wide  pushing.  One  boy  re- 
covered from  his  fall  and  half  curled  up  on  the  dock  pushed  with 
his  right  shoulder  and  arm  against  the  boat.  The  last  boy  swiv- 
eled  around  and  pushed  hard  with  both  his  legs.  Their  collective 
gravities  focused  and  operating  on  the  offensive  body  of  old 
wood  and  fiberglass.  They  removed  its  housing  without  more 
than  one  cut  and  the  boat  moved  slowly  away  from  the  dock. 

Then  waves  of  the  lake  were  pushing  the  boat  back  to- 
wards the  dock.  They  pushed  again.  This  time  the  waves 
moved  the  boast  outward  and  then  towards  the  beach,  the  shore, 
and  the  house. 

They  sat  on  the  dock  watching  it.  "It's  going  to  my  house," 
one  of  the  boys  said.  The  light  of  day  struck  at  him  in  his  mind,  a 
cold  morning  of  explanations  of  the  night's  deeds.  A  vision  of 
sitting  at  the  table  watching  his  parents  faces  turn  from  anxiety  to 
disappointment.  He  shook  his  head  and  raced  back  up  the  dock. 
The  other  two  ran  after  him  both  stopping  to  get  two  long  metal 
poles  with  blue  plastic  nets  attached  to  them. 

The  first  boy  reached  the  beach  and  quickly  slid  into  the 
sand.  The  other  two  passed  him  and  waded  into  the  water.  The 
boat  was  still  far  out.  The  first  one  got  up  and  went  back  to  get  a 
pole  of  his  own.  They  were  all  ready  when  the  boat  neared.  One 
shook  his  head  happy  that  it  hadn't  capsized  in  the  waves  yet. 
With  old  blue  nets  in  their  underarms,  the  boys  pushed  their 
wooden  poles  into  the  side  of  the  boat.  The  waves  picked  up. 

They  couldn't  get  a  good  look  into  the  windows  of  the  boat. 
There  was  no  sign  of  life  from  it.  Looking  up  at  the  boat  it  ap- 
peared larger  than  it  had  been  at  the  dock.  This  monstrous  tool 
of  the  water's  bearing  down  on  the  three  obstacles  in  its  path. 

Now  waist  deep  in  water,  they  were  unaware  of  the  noise 
they  were  making.  One  slipped  into  the  water  and  the  boat 
gained  more  strength.  The  other  two  moved  in  deeper  the 
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skinny  poles  sliding  across  the  boat.  By  angling  the  poles  they 
began  to  turn  the  boat.  All  three  together  started  walking  it  out. 
As  the 

boat  turned  the  weight  of  it  shifted,  the  current  seemed  to  take 
hold  of  it.  The  boat  moved  on  a  straighter  course  out  and  away 
from  the  shore. 

Dragging  the  poles  back  through  the  water,  the  three  got 
back  to  the  beach.  They  tossed  them  by  the  dock  in  a  rough  pile. 
Still  giddy  and  elated  from  the  struggle  they  all  had  brief  snorts  of 
amusement  for  each  other.  "I  thought  you  were  going  under." 
"You  should  have  seen  your  face."  "I'm  tired."  Slowly  they 
walked  towards  the  house.  "Hey,  don't  you  have  a  boat?" 

"Yeah."  They  walked  over  to  the  other  side  of  the  beach. 
One  of  them  dragged  out  a  canoe  with  two  oars  in  it.  "What  are 
you  thinking?" 

"We  should  go  and  check  on  the  boat,  that's  all." 

"Out  there?  Now?" 

"Yeah,"  One  of  them  said.  Moments  later  the  boys  were 
paddling  in  a  canoe  towards  the  center  of  the  lake.  No  one  had 
thought  to  bring  a  light  so  they  moved  towards  where  they 
thought  the  middle  was.  Though  they  were  close  to  the  other 
boat  they  didn't  hear  the  deep  sounding  thud  from  its  deck. 

Under  their  breaths  and  under  the  sound  of  water  splashing 
against  the  boat  was  a  high  pitched  whine.  Over  the  clouds,  over 
the  lake,  a  large  light  burst  and  their  was  a  new  mild  dawn.  For  a 
half  a  moment  all  eyes  turned  upward  and  within  the  smallest 
creek  of  their  minds  they  all  remembered  a  time  when  the  light 
first  defied  the  night  and  the  ugliness  and  truthfulness  beat 
against  the  mascara  of  the  dark.  The  light  stayed  red  and  bright 
until  it  descended  into  the  clouds  and  fog.  The  light  flickered  and 
fought  against  the  clouds. 

The  boys'  faces  changed  under  the  waning  intensity  of  its 
stare.  They  looked  at  one  another.  It  was  as  if  an  X-ray  machine 
had  been  left  on  too  long.  Their  pale  skins  were  overtop  paler 
bones,  and  the  red  within  each  of  their  eyes  shone  black  as  the 
previously  unlighted  night  sky.  Their  paleness  shimmered  like 
clouds  and  the  blackness  of  their  eyes  became  a  surrounding 
force.  It  pushed  the  water  that  they  rested  on  away.  The  light  fell 
slowly  downward.  The  shadows  it  created  moved  through  their 
layers  of  bone,  brain,  and  short  facial  hair.  The  shadows  flick- 
ered and  settled  into  this  uneasy  frivolity  of  voyeurism.  The 
scene  reflected  in  each  of  them  until  they  fled. 

They  didn't  wait  for  the  light  to  come  any  closer.  They  pad- 
dled like  a  six  prong  machine  in  distress.  Heading  for  any  land 
that  was  away  from  where  they  were.  They  didn't  pay  very  close 
attention  and  flipped  over.  Hanging  onto  the  canoe  they  kicked 
with  their  feet  and  legs  continuing  towards  the  shore.  No  one 
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said  anything,  they  avoided  eye  contact.  They  didn't  see  the 
flare  hit  the  boat  and  start  a  fire.  As  they  closed  on  the  shoreline 
the  fire  grew  and  grew  and  for  a  brief  moment  if  one  of  them  had 
turned  around  they  could  have  seen  it.  Deep  within  the  fog  the 
boat  continued  to  burn. 

The  night  was  quiet  as  they  trudged  up  to  the  house.  Not 
one  spark  was  visible  from  the  lake  and  their  wet  clothes  soon 
dried  leaving  only  a  faint  outline  of  sandy  dirt. 
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Nobody  Cares  About  the 
Railroads  Anymore 

People  think  that  the  train  tracks  are  straight,  linear 

Progressions  of  order,  but  they're  not. 

The  rails  turn  to  accommodate  the  mountains  that  loom 

Impenetrably  opaque  even  to  their  steel  power,  and 
The  places  where  a  tunnel  is  practically  understandable, 
Where  the  engine  can  see  clear  through  to  the  other 

Side  are  few.  So  the  tracks  wind  back  reversionary  upon 
Themselves.  In  this  way,  you  often  see  the  same  terrain 
Again;  although,  always  from  a  slightly  different  angle. 

This  is  almost  impossible  to  detect  from  inside  the  passenger 
Car  where  the  petty  squabbles  of  life,  the  crying  baby  in 
E-row  or  the  little  boy  with  nervous  eyes  who  kicks  the 

Back  of  your  seat,  combine  with  the  limited  perception 
Of  your  insulated  window:  the  scenery  all  trees  or  not 
All  trees  for  so  many  seemingly  monotonous  miles 

That  you  don't  realize  the  true  nature  of  things, 
The  changes  in  direction  so  imperceptibly  slight.  You 
Forget  this  time;  dismiss  it  as  lost.  And  when  you're 

Looking  out  the  morning  window  the  motion  appears  so  lethargic, 
Each  tree  allowing  you  time  to  look  full  at  it  before  it  saunters 
Past.  It's  only  when  you  look  away  or  fall  asleep  in  the  afternoon 

That  time  vanishes.  And  sometimes  at  four  and  five  and 

six  o'clock 

The  certain  slant  of  light  that  reflects  into  your  eyes 

oppresses  your 

Vision  further  so  that  even  when  you  could  see,  you  don't. 

And  there  it  is  so  easy  to  think  that  if  only  you  could  go  back, 
Move  freely  unrestrained  by  motion  not  your  own,  station  to 
Station,  you  could  remember  everything  you  forgot  and 
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Apologize  in  advance  for  everything  you  regret. 

When  really,  in  the  final  reckoning,  where  every  second  of 

Procession  holds  as  much  power  to  affect  the  oncoming 

Course  as  every  second  past  held  sway  over  this  one, 
The  motion  of  the  machine  is  not  the  limit  of  being. 


(Brian  "Hull 
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Raised  on  Baseball 


I  hear  the  announcers'  voices  and 

at  once  I  am  eight  years  old. 

There  is  a  wooden  ceiling  fan 

flashing  light  as  it  spins  the  air, 

teasing  a  cool  breeze  that  slipped 

in  through  the  window,  and  yellow 

lamp-light  scares  away  the  night. 

Muffled  voices,  soft  yet  precise, 

cover  up  the  crickets'  songs.  My  dad 

scoops  vanilla  ice  cream  into  a  bowl 

and  I  wait,  butterscotch  topping  in 

hand.  I  sit  and  watch  images  of 

stealers  and  heroes  flash  across 

the  screen,  red  and  white.  And  I  know 

that  if  I  fall  asleep  on  the  couch, 

my  dad  will  carry  me  upstairs,  and  pray 

with  me,  and  if  he  could  sing  he  would 

sing  me  a  lullaby.  Instead  the  fan 

blows  the  sound  of  cheering,  and  I  eat  my 

ice  cream.  I  am  only  sitting  here,  but 

I  don't  feel  like  the  years  are  running  out  ahead  of  me. 

findrea  %tine 
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Marriage  Memories 

Faded  white  rose  petals 
trickle  down  the  stairs. 
Soft  elegant  gloves  of  silver 
dangle  over  the  banister. 
Worn  love  letters 
fill  the  woman's  hands. 
The  yellowed  veil  is 
draped  over  her  face. 
New  ribbon 
ties  up  gray  curls. 
Some  borrowed  book 
sits  useless  on  a  table. 
And  the  sapphire  blue  dress 
still  fits  for  this 
anniversary  dinner 
where  he  will  give  her 
a  third  gold  band. 


Lauren  (Robertson 


Lowcountry  Love 

His  eyes,  like  un-ripened  sweet-grass, 
weave  silent  gratitude  into  her  heart; 
Warm  and  welcome  as  summer  waves 
on  Sullivan's  Island. 

The  sultry  beach  is  thick  beneath  his  feet, 
which  were  wizened  on  his  journey  for  home. 
Just  as  the  rabbit  discovers  refuge 
in  the  marshy  waters  beyond, 
so  his  spirit  finds  recourse  in  hers. 

And  like  the  autumn  leaves 

of  Tupelo  trees, 

are  the  changes 

he  has  shared  with  her. 

Sweet  as  spring  breezes 
in  the  pine-wooded  inland 
have  their  joys  been. 
Although  trying  times  are, 
as  winter  ocean  waters, 
rough  and  fierce, 

Her  love  has  stayed  with  him 
through  all  seasons. 

The  first  stone  in  the  lighthouse  foundation, 

not  seen  yet  always  there, 

deeper  and  stronger  than  tides  and  time. 

Codie  (Pott 
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Palmetto  Morning 

E.  Ashley  Glenn 


Heat  rises  from  the  asphalt  like  smoke  from  a  flame,  and  an 
expected,  insistent  sound  fills  the  air.  Hearing  Graham  babble  on 
about  the  everlasting  life  of  the  palmetto  rose  makes  you  crave  to 
be  in  another  place,  anywhere  apart  from  the  blustering,  stuffed 
streets  of  Charleston. 

Sounds  waver  like  the  wind  as  people's  voices  surge  and 
fade  with  the  passing  of  carriages  and  cars.  But  Graham's  voice 
remains  steady  despite  the  bulky  carriages  and  chattering  tour 
guides. 

Arranged  in  narrow  rows,  beads  of  sweat  gather  on  his 
forehead  waiting  to  fall  at  the  next  passage.  "You  can  put  it  in  a 
vase,  put  it  in  a  special  place,  and  it  will  stay  in  its  same  shape 
and  form  forever.  You  need  no  water  for  this  flower;  you  need  no 
dirt.  You  can  not  kill  it;  it  will  not  die." 

"You  can  not  kill  it,  eh?  I  would  love  to  grab  one  of  those 
roses  and  attack  it  with  a  lighter."  Dolores  grins  at  my  comments 
and  slaps  me  on  the  shoulder.  "You're  something  else  Miss 
Addy,  something  else." 

"Well,  I'm  serious.  With  one  good  light,  I  could  show  those 
people  what  an  idiot  Graham  is  and  how  silly  his  promises  are. 
Trying  to  tell  people  that  something  can  last  forever,  I  know  better 
than  that,  and  I'm  just  a  kid." 

My  mouth  follows  Graham's  as  he  recites  his  moneymaking 
sermon.  I  watch  Dolores  inspect  her  work  but  know  she  is  aware 
of  my  imitations  by  the  slight  grin  that  creeps  across  her  face  only 
to  shrink  away  with  each  curious  question. 

"How  much  for  this  one,  miss?"  Crouching  down  to  reach  a 
basket,  a  man  speaks  out  after  several  attempts  to  get  Dolores' 
attention  by  clearing  his  throat.  His  raspy  voice  begs  for  the  price 
to  agree  with  his  wife  standing  by  the  stop  sign  to  avoid  the  pi- 
geons. 

"It  is  ninety-five  dollars,  but  I'll  take  eighty  for  it."  With 
Dolores'  response,  the  man  tosses  the  basket  back  and  stands 
up  to  fix  his  Hawaiian  shirt  and  readjust  his  fanny  pack.  After 
seeing  her  husband's  response,  the  wife  uncrosses  her  arms  and 
tries  to  shield  her  hair  from  the  Charleston  breezes.  My  eyes 
follow  the  couple  trudging  across  the  pavement  to  listen  to  Gra- 
ham's good  news  and  guaranteed  better  prices. 

Dolores'  grin  returns  to  her  face  as  she  watches  the  hus- 
band buy  a  rose  from  Graham  and  surrender  it  to  his  wife. 
Watching  this  sudden  change  of  mood,  I  can't  help  but  wonder 
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what's  the  cause. 

My  curious  gaze  changes  from  drivers  running  the  stop  sign 
to  Dolores'  shadow.  "What's  so  funny,  Miss  D?" 

Dolores  grips  the  basket  she's  been  working  on.  "Well, 
Addy,  did  ya'  see  that  couple  over  here  a  few  minutes  ago?" 

"Yes  ma'am,  what  about  them?"  While  waiting  on  Dolores, 
I  turn  my  attention  back  to  the  cars. 

"They  just  bought  one  of  Graham's  roses,  and  you  know 
how  those  roses  last  forever."  My  eyes  dash  toward  her  face 
waiting  for  her  treasonous  remark.  "I  believe  that  rose  will  last 
forever  just  like  their  marriage." 

My  face  freezes  for  a  moment  only  to  break  with  a  sudden 
outburst  of  laughter.  "Well... well...  Miss  Dolores.  And  my  mom 
told  me  I  was  the  only  smart  aleck  in  this  world.  You're  not  giving 
me  any  competition  now,  are  you?"  Our  laughter  fades  away 
with  the  afternoon  as  we  listen  unconsciously  to  Graham's  boom- 
ing voice. 

While  baking  in  the  sun,  my  thoughts  melt  into  curiosity. 
Why  doesn't  anyone  else  consider  my  scheme  to  foil  Graham's 
eternal  rose  and  seemingly  eternal  speech?  Perhaps  after  saun- 
tering through  the  blistering  heat  for  hours,  a  speech  like  his  be- 
comes more  amusing  and  less  annoying.  Who  wouldn't  want  to 
believe  something  so  incredible  with  a  wailing  two-year  old 
tramping  beside  you?  Despite  the  hours  drained  by  the  sun,  I 
remain  consistent  with  my  opinion  of  Graham  and  his  work — I 
believe  the  word  nuisance  fits  the  situation  best. 

Exhausted  by  his  endless  tirades,  I  change  my  attention  to 
Dolores'  work,  the  sweetgrass  basket.  Watching  her  handle  thin 
blades  of  grass  to  create  something  so  sturdy  is  fascinating  to  a 
child.  I  stare  at  Dolores,  studying  intensely  her  strong,  callused 
hands  as  they  tighten  the  palmetto  securing  the  sweetgrass  in 
one  smooth,  rhythmic  stroke. 

Occasionally,  she  gives  me  a  lesson  on  this  expiring  art. 
"You  make  sure  to  pull  the  palmetto  real  tight  or  else  your  basket 
will  be  weak."  My  fingers  ache  as  I  tighten  the  palmetto,  but  my 
work  will  be  more  valuable  because  of  this  effort  or  so  I  hope. 
Dolores  constantly  reminds  me  to  keep  the  palmetto  tight,  be- 
cause any  flaw  will  show  through  when  I  finish.  This  tedious 
struggle  with  the  craft  produces  a  worthwhile  finished  piece  but 
also  a  pricing  controversy. 

We  spend  countless  afternoons  listening  to  finicky  tourists 
murmur  into  a  friend's  ear  about  the  outrageous  prices  as  they 
reposition  the  Kate  Spade  purses  across  their  shoulders.  The 
process  seems  so  simple  to  these  bystanders.  You  bake  in  the 
scorching  sun  looking  not-so  pretty,  weave  together  different 
kinds  of  grass,  take  occasional  pictures  with  the  tourists;  and  in 
return,  you  receive  a  generous  profit  for  your  petty  time. 
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Making  baskets  is  an  art  to  be  appreciated  as  any  other 
form  of  art.  And  to  be  honest,  the  profit  received  is  normally  more 
of  an  angry  surrender  than  a  generous  payment  with  the  slightly 
irritated  wife  as  the  victor. 

This  woman  must  have  a  reason  for  wanting  this  souvenir. 
Perhaps,  she  realizes  that  the  basket's  value  is  not  its  contents 
but  its  promise  of  durability.  Or  maybe  she  is  convinced  the  bas- 
ket will  look  darling  with  her  new  oak  sideboard.  In  either  case, 
money  is  exchanged  for  time,  the  time  the  basket  will  endure 
looking  just  lovely  in  her  dining  room  and  those  times  Dolores 
and  I  sweltered  in  the  afternoon  heat,  chatted  in  the  quiet  morn- 
ings, and  soaked  in  the  life  of  each  day  of  summer. 

*** 

When  I  reminisce  through  those  lazy,  somber  mornings,  I 
try  to  remember  the  different  places  I  would  dream  of  during  Gra- 
ham's speeches.  I  dreamed  of  cool,  air-conditioned  bookstores 
and  damp,  lifeless  afternoons  like  today  as  I  walk  down  Market 
Street  absorbing  both  the  rain  and  the  news  I  have  just  heard. 
"Dolores  is  gone.  She  left  this  world  Friday  night."  After  hearing 
those  words,  the  rain  changes  from  a  disturbing  downpour  into  a 
cleansing  shower.  I  close  my  eyes,  listening  to  Graham's  voice  in 
my  mind  -  you  can  not  kill  it,  it  will  not  die. 

Loud  honking  from  a  driver  spins  me  back  into  reality.  Capturing 
the  curious  attention  of  a  street  vender  absorbed  in  her  art,  I  walk 
toward  her. 

"How  much  for  a  rose  ma'am?"  I  startle  her  with  my  ques- 
tion. She  is  used  to  crowds  walking  a  marathon  around  her  mer- 
chandise before  actually  asking  anything.  "That'll  be  five  dollars," 
she  responds  after  a  quick  study  of  my  shadow  on  the  pavement. 
I  examine  the  flowers  crammed  in  the  vase. 

"Go  on  and  pick  one  nun,"  she  politely  reminds  me.  "I'm 
sorry  ma'am.  I  was  just  looking  at  them  a  minute.  I  know  it  seems 
like  a  lot  of  thought  for  a  five-dollar  investment." 

"Well  take  your  time,  but  they're  all  about  the  same  --  prom- 
ise." I  reach  down  and  grab  one  where  the  palmetto  is  still  fresh 
and  green.  "This  will  do." 

I  walk  toward  the  stop  sign  where  it  all  began.  Market  and 
State  -  this  is  the  spot.  I  stand  there  a  moment  reliving  those 
summer  days  spent  beside  Dolores.  Orange  juice  in  the  morn- 
ings and  grape  sno-cones  for  the  afternoons.  And  in  the  eve- 
nings, we  would  entertain  ourselves  by  deciding  whose  teeth 
turned  the  deepest  shade  of  purple.  I  would  always  win  because  I 
secretly  squirted  an  extra  shot  of  syrup  in  my  sno-cone.  But 
those  days  are  gone  now  just  like  the  woman  who  shared  them 
with  me.  Life  has  nothing  extra  to  give. 

I  spin  the  rose  between  my  fingers  and  search  for  the 
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lighter  in  my  pocket.  My  chance  to  prove  Graham  wrong  has  ar- 
rived, and  Dolores  will  be  laughing  with  me  wherever  she  is.  I 
snatch  the  lighter  for  my  cynical  intentions  but  begin  to  softly 
laugh  at  myself.  Remembering  Dolores'  broad,  engaging  smile,  I 
change  my  plans  and  kneel  down  to  place  the  rose  on  the  ce- 
ment of  our  corner.  A  gust  of  wind  carries  the  rose  into  the  street 
as  I  lean  back  on  the  stop  sign  watching  it  bounce  carelessly 
away. 
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A  Clean  Dryer 


The  detergent  was  in  place. 

Ebullient  clothes  in  the  dryer — 

Who  knew  the  innocuous  nature  of  said  dryer 

Could  spot 

In  a  roundabout  way 

The  next  "lost  sock"— 

In  a  round-about  way. 

In  the  dryer  my  cat  died 

Amidst  the  dryer  sheet  and  underwear 

Late  at  night. 

Head  being  absent  riddled  me. 
His  funeral  pyre  was  quickly  made 
From  dryer  lent  and  catnip 
(I  thought  it  only  fitting) 
And  the  clothes  were  finished. 

I  remember  that  day  as  yesterday, 

Partly  because  it  was, 

And  partly,  just  partly 

Because  I'm  not  wearing  any  underwear. 


Jason  (Fry 


Smart  Kids 
Lauren  Robertson 


I  really  thought  this  day  was  going  to  be  like  any  other. 
Sarah  was  bragging  about  the  time  it  took  her  to  finish  her  home- 
work. It  had  only  taken  thirty-two  minutes  last  night.  She  was 
such  a  smarty  pants.  Wade  was  in  the  corner  getting  picked  on 
again  by  Paul  and  Christine.  He  was  always  quiet  and  just  didn't 
defend  himself  very  well,  not  even  for  a  second  grader.  And  I 
was  sitting  in  my  desk  drawing  pictures  again.  I  probably  could 
have  been  done  with  my  homework  in  thirty  minutes  last  night  if  I 
had  done  it  at  all.  In  this  classroom  and  in  this  class  with  every- 
one's A+  papers  flying  by  me  every  time  we  took  a  test  and  my 
C's  never  making  the  cut,  why  should  I  try.  I  wasn't  even  in 
Brian's  class  anymore.  He  was  my  best  friend  and  he  made  C's 
too  but  I  think  it  was  just  so  we'd  be  even.  Being  in  a  class  with- 
out him  had  made  me  turn  to  drawing  more.  I  would  draw  us 
playing  a  game  outside  and  then  pretend  I  was  there  doing  it. 
That's  probably  why  I  didn't  realize  Mrs.  Gossen  was  starting 
class  without  me. 

"Mathew.  Mathew,  it's  time  for  the  pledge  of  allegiance."  I 
stood  and  mouthed  the  words  "I  pledge  allegiance,  to  the  flag" 
and  blah  blah  blah.  Next  I  tried  to  sing  along  with  the  Star  Span- 
gled Banner.  We  were  supposed  to  sing  it  later  to  try  out  for  the 
chorus.  Chorus  was  for  girls  but  I  didn't  want  to  look  stupid  when 
I  couldn't  sing  it  so  I  kept  trying. 

"Matt,  you  sound  like  an  idiot,  don't  sing  like  a  girl!"  Leave  it 
to  Mark  to  hit  me  with  that  one  afterwards.  He  was  smart  too  but 
he  liked  sports  better  than  school  when  his  parents  let  him  play. 
"I  don't  sing  like  a  girl.  I  was  just  trying  to  pretend  like  I  sounded 
like  one.  Maybe  if  I  sound  awful  they  won't  put  me  in  choir." 

It  was  hard  to  settle  everyone  down  because  the  first  part  of 
class  was  nothing  but  presenting  everyone's  book  reports.  Mrs. 
Gossen  was  different  because  she  let  everyone  do  the  project  in 
their  favorite  way.  Several  students  had  dioramas  set  up  around 
the  room  and  many  others  had  posters  or  simple  written  reports. 
I  was  going  to  present  mine  the  next  day  with  a  hand  drawn 
poster.  The  presentations  made  for  a  much  better  English  lesson 
than  usual  but  Sarah  went  first  and  I  was  lucky  to  stay  awake 
through  that  one. 

"I  read  'If  You  Take  a  Mouse  to  the  Movies'  and  made  a 
poster  about  it.  I  read  it  because  it  is  Christmastime  in  the  story 
and  because  it  has  cause  and  effect  in  the  story.  The  mouse 
goes  to  the  movies  and  because  he  had  popcorn  at  the  movies 
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he  wanted  to  decorate  a  Christmas  tree  and  then  he  wanted  to 
build  a  snow  mouse  and  a  snow  fort  and  then  sing  Christmas 
carols  and  finally  he  realizes  he  has  to  go  back  to  the  movie  be- 
cause he  lost  his  popcorn  string  for  the  Christmas  tree.  I  think  it  is 
a  good  story  because  I  like  the  mouse  and  I  like  the  pictures  in 
the  story.  The  little  boy  in  the  story  is  nice  too  because  he  is  nice 
to  the  mouse.  And  . .  ."  Well  she  lost  me  somewhere  after 
mouse.  Sure  it's  a  cute  little  story  but  why  did  I  have  to  read 
"Curious  George  and  the  Puppies"?  I  know  it  has  cause  and  ef- 
fect but  it  is  such  a  kid  story  I  can't  stand  it.  Brian  got  to  read 
"Curious  George  Goes  to  the  Aquarium"  and  he  said  he  liked  it.  I 
don't  think  he  liked  it.  I  just  think  he  liked  it  because  it  wasn't 
something  as  dumb  as  puppies. 

Finally  we  moved  on  to  math  and  even  though  I  hadn't  done 
my  homework  I  got  to  answer  one  of  the  questions.  When  math 
was  over  Mrs.  Gossen  told  us  that  we  wouldn't  be  going  to  Ms. 
Phillips'  class  today  for  science  because  she  had  to  do  a  special 
project.  Mrs.  Gossen  had  developed  a  lesson  for  the  class  in- 
stead. 

"Okay  everyone,  please  take  out  your  science  textbooks. 
We're  going  to  have  a  lesson  on  liquids."  Sarah's  hand  shot  into 
the  air.  "Yes,  Sarah?" 

"Mrs.  Gossen,  we've  finished  studying  liquids.  Today  we 
start  on  gases." 

"Thank  you  for  that  information  Sarah,  but  I  will  be  teaching 
on  liquids  so  please,  take  out  your  book  now." 

I  had  just  finished  digging  my  book  out  of  my  messy  book 
bag  when  Mrs.  Gossen  asked  Wade  and  Christine  to  help  her  get 
the  liquids  from  behind  her  desk.  I  just  knew  Christine  was  going 
to  make  Wade  spill  whatever  he  had  to  carry  but  she  became  too 
interested  in  her  own  two  cups  to  notice  Wade.  "Ewwww,  Mrs. 
Gossen,  I  don't  want  to  carry  this,  it's  gross!" 

"Christine  just  set  it  down,  it  won't  hurt  you,  and  Wade,  wipe 
that  up  before  you  sit  down."  He  had  spilled  his  liquid  anyway. 
Poor  thing,  he  was  probably  nervous.  I  should  offer  to  be  his 
friend  so  I  can  help  defend  him  from  Christine  but  I'm  not  much  of 
a  match  for  Paul.  I  thought  about  drawing  a  sword  and  shield 
that  would  have  special  protective  powers  but  Mrs.  Gossen 
started  class  without  my  attention  again. 

"Okay  class.  Here  I  have  several  different  liquids.  Can  any 
one  tell  me  what  a  liquid  is?  Sarah,  let's  let  someone  else  an- 
swer. Yes,  Rebecca?" 

"It  moves  and  that's  how  you  got  it  in  the  glasses.  You 
poured  it." 

"Okay,  that's  a  good  answer.  Do  you  remember  the  defini- 
tion of  a  liquid  from  the  book?" 

"It  flows  and  pours  and  it  takes  the  shape  of  its  container." 
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"That's  right.  Watch  me  pour  this  liquid  from  one  cup  to  an- 
other. Does  anyone  know  what  kind  of  liquid  it  is?  Kevin?" 
"I  think  it  was  milk." 

"You  are  right.  Can  you  tell  me  when  milk  might  be  a 
solid?" 

"When  you  make  it  cold?" 

"You're  on  the  right  track.  What  does  frozen  milk  become  if 
you  flavor  it?" 

"Oh  yeah!  Ice  cream!" 

"Okay,  take  a  look  at  this  liquid."  Sarah  raised  her  hand  but 
didn't  wait  to  be  called  on.  I  guess  she  wasn't  going  to  be 
skipped  over  this  time. 

"I  can  already  tell  it's  water.  It  poured  quickly  and  it's  clear." 

"When  is  water  a  solid?" 

"When  it's  ice!"  the  class  said  in  unison. 

"Fine  then,  if  you're  going  to  keep  guessing  right  I'll  have  to 
try  out  my  special  liquid.  She  picked  up  the  cup  that  Christine  had 
carried.  It  was  full  of  a  light  green  liquid  with  a  lot  of  bubbles  and 
black  things  floating  in  it.  It  moved  like  syrup  as  she  poured  it 
from  one  cup  to  another  and  asked  the  class  to  decide  if  it  was 
solid  or  liquid.  Sarah  raised  her  hand  once  again  but  Amber  had 
actually  raised  her  hand  one  second  faster  and  she  was  explain- 
ing that  it  might  be  a  liquid  but  that  the  black  things  inside  had  to 
be  solid. 

"Why  aren't  they  liquid?"  Mrs.  Gossen  asked.  "They  are 
moving  and  I  can  pour  them."  No  one  seemed  to  be  able  to  an- 
swer that  question  so  Mrs.  Gossen  asked  if  anyone  knew  what 
the  secret  liquid  was. 

"Pond  water  and  tad  poles." 

"Salty  sea  water  with  seaweed." 

"No,  it's  sewage!" 

"I  think  it  looks  like  my  mom's  green  jello  just  after  she 
makes  it." 

Mrs.  Gossen  said,  "Honestly,  I  don't  remember  where  I  got 
it  because  I  poured  it  out  of  a  bottle  this  morning  that  I  had  in  my 
refrigerator  for  a  long  time.  I'll  just  take  a  taste  of  it  and  see  what 

it  is." 

"Oh  no,  don't  do  that  if  you  don't  know  what  it  is!  Ms.  Phil- 
lips said  that  drinking  samples  isn't  safe."  There  was  Sarah,  tell- 
ing the  teacher  what  to  do.  I  decided  to  cast  her  a  look  that  said 
she  was  a  smarty  pants  but  her  eyes  went  wide  as  Mrs.  Gossen 
raised  the  cup  to  her  lips. 

"Well  I  wouldn't  have  dangerous  things  in  my  refrigerator  so 
I'll  just  check  it  out.  Don't  worry." 

Everyone  got  quiet  and  I  looked  away  from  Sarah  and 
watched  the  class.  Some  had  their  eyes  closed,  and  others  were 
holding  their  breath  while  Mrs.  Gossen  drank  from  the  cup.  I 
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made  a  gagging  noise  with  the  rest  of  them  when  she  swallowed 
some  of  the  black  things  along  with  the  drink. 

"Eww,  Mrs.  Gossen  that  was  gross,"  I  hollered  out.  Many 
other  comments  followed  before  the  office  intercom  buzzed  into 
our  classroom. 

"Mrs.  Gossen,  can  you  come  to  the  office  for  a  phone  call?" 

"Yes,  just  one  second.  Thank  you.  Now,  don't  any  of  you 
touch  these  liquids.  We  still  have  other  experiments  to  do  with 
them.  I  will  be  right  back.  I'll  have  Mr.  Kirkland  keep  his  class- 
room door  open  to  listen  for  you.  Mathew,  you  are  in  charge." 

I  came  up  to  the  front  of  the  room  and  took  the  piece  of 
chalk  from  the  board.  "I'm  going  to  write  down  names  only  if  you 
get  up."  Paul  slid  back  into  his  seat  and  I  didn't  put  a  mark  by  his 
name.  Everyone's  eyes  left  me  at  the  blackboard  and  they 
started  talking  about  what  the  secret  liquid  could  be.  Mrs. 
Gossen  hadn't  told  them  what  it  was  after  she  had  some  but  she 
had  made  it  look  like  it  tasted  okay.  Christine  was  just  about  to 
dare  Billy  to  get  up  and  go  taste  it  when  Mrs.  Gossen  got  back.  I 
dropped  the  chalk. 

"Mrs.  Gossen,  is  everything  okay?" 

"Yes  Mathew,  but  you  don't  need  to  know  who  was  on  the 
phone.  Go  back  to  your  seat  now." 

"Yes  ma'am,  Mrs.  Gossen  but  I  was  asking  because  you 
look  different.  I  think  you  look  green." 

"Yeah,  you  don't  look  so  good."  Wade  was  agreeing  with 
me?  I  would  have  to  talk  to  him  later  on  about  that. 

"I  feel  fine,"  she  said  before  she  moved  up  towards  the  front 
table  and  ran  into  it.  Some  of  the  liquids  sloshed  out  onto  the 
table  and  were  dripping  onto  the  floor.  Stooping  to  clean  up  the 
mess  she  made,  several  students  came  up  to  help.  It  was  run- 
ning onto  some  papers  and  soaking  quickly  into  the  carpet.  Eve- 
ryone who  was  helping  her  clean  up  got  sticky  hands  and  had  to 
go  wash  up  before  they  could  sit  back  down. 

"Thank  you.  I  am  sorry.  I  guess  I  am  just  too  clumsy. 
Maybe  that  is  why  I  am  not  the  science  teacher." 

"Yeah,  Ms.  Phillips  said  that  you  have  to  clean  up  spills 
quickly  and  carefully  in  science,"  Sarah  said. 

"That's  right.  Lets  get  ready  to  do  our  experiments  carefully 
too.  It's  time  to  learn  about  the  weight  of  liquids  and  solids." 
Mrs.  Gossen  noticed  Amber's  hand  creep  up  into  the  air  as 
though  she  was  afraid  to  ask  a  question.  "Yes,  Amber?" 

"Uhm,  the  solids  in  the  special  liquid,  they  are  moving."  The 
entire  class  put  their  attention  on  the  clear  cup  with  the  green 
syrup  in  it  and  watched  as  bubbles  formed  around  the  solids  and 
lifted  them  to  the  top  of  the  cup  where  the  bubbles  popped  and 
dropped  the  solids  back  to  the  bottom. 

"That  can't  be  good;  I  better  pour  that  out.  I  said  it  was  old 


43 


and  I  didn't  know  what  it  was."  Mrs.  Gossen  took  up  the  two 
cups  that  had  some  of  the  special  liquid  in  it  and  tried  to  pour  all 
the  liquid  into  one  but  her  hands  started  shaking  and  she 
dropped  one  cup. 

"I  know  what  that  is,"  Wade  said.  "It's  poison  and  Mrs. 
Gossen  is  getting  sick.  She  got  dizzy  and  that  made  her  hit  the 
table  and  now  she  is  going  to  be  sick."  I  couldn't  believe  Wade 
just  said  a  full  sentence.  I  think  it  was  even  two  sentences.  He 
must  like  Mrs.  Gossen  and  he's  worried  about  her.  Yeah,  that's 
it.  I'll  have  to  tell  him  that's  a  lame  reason  to  agree  with  me  and 
to  speak  up  in  class.  He  was  just  going  to  embarrass  himself. 

"Yeah,  Mrs.  Gossen.  You  are  green,"  said  Paul. 

"I  am  not  green;  I  am  just  clumsy.  Would  you  all  feel  better 
if  I  called  the  nurse  about  it?" 

"Yes,  yes,"  most  everyone  said.  By  this  point  I  was  trying  to 
draw  what  the  stuff  in  the  cup  had  looked  like.  My  green  pen  was 
not  quite  the  right  color  and  I  didn't  remember  really  what  shape 
the  black  things  were. 

As  she  walked  over  to  the  intercom  button,  which  was  next 
to  my  desk  on  the  right  hand  wall,  her  foot  started  tapping  and 
she  seemed  to  be  dragging  it  along. 

"Look!"  Mark  pointed  at  Mrs.  Gossen  and  added,  "Now 
she's  going  to  loose  her  foot.  It  is  poison.  I  know  it!" 

Mrs.  Gossen  stood  still  but  her  foot  was  still  twitching.  It 
was  starting  to  make  my  desk  shake  and  I  finally  looked  up  be- 
cause it  was  making  my  picture  bumpy.  She  was  starting  to  look 
really  green.  "Mark,  stop  that  nonsense.  Mathew,  would  you 
push  the  intercom  button  for  me  please?"  I  pressed  the  button 
maybe  a  little  too  hard  because  it  got  stuck  for  a  second  and  I 
had  to  flick  it  back  out. 

The  receptionist's  voice  from  the  office  came  over  the 
speaker,  "Yes,  Mrs.  Gossen?" 

"Could  you  ask  Nurse  Lane  to  come  to  my  room  please? 
The  students  seem  to  think  that  something  might  be  wrong  with 
me.  Tell  her  not  to  rush  as  I  am  not  worried  but  the  students 
are." 

"Okay,  just  one  second  and  she'll  be  on  her  way." 

"Class,  please  take  out  your  pencils  and  begin  filling  out  the 
lab  sheet  I  passed  out  this  mo-mo-morning."  Mrs.  Gossen 
cleared  her  throat  and  continued.  "We  will  be-be-begin  the  ex- 
peri-me-ment  as  soon  as  Nurse  Lane  lets  all  of  you  know  that 
nothing  is  wrong." 

Most  of  the  guys  were  laughing  but  I  didn't  think  I  should 
join  in  and  the  girls  looked  downright  frightened.  The  "solids" 
were  still  floating  and  sinking  in  the  cup.  Mrs.  Gossen  saw  that 
they  were  all  staring  at  it  and  so  she  put  it  behind  the  stack  of 
folders  on  her  desk  and  asked  that  they  would  please  get  to 
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working  on  the  lab  sheet.  I  found  my  lab  sheet  with  some  green 
marks  on  it  from  being  beneath  my  picture  and  began  filling  it  out. 

"I  will  step  right  outside  the  door  and  wait  for  Nurse  Lane. 
It's  a  little  cold  in  here  and  the  sun  might  warm  me  up." 

We  all  exchanged  looks  after  she  left.  We  were  all  comfort- 
able in  our  t-shirts  and  jeans.  Only  Amber  had  on  a  jacket  but 
that  was  because  her  mom  still  dressed  her.  I  really  think  she 
was  the  only  one  not  dressing  herself.  But  it  wasn't  really  cold. 
Mark  mouthed  "poison"  to  Sarah  again  and  she  rolled  her  eyes  at 
him.  Not  a  minute  later,  Nurse  Lane  entered  the  classroom. 

"Hello  everyone.  What  are  you  working  on  today?  Oh,  is 
this  science?"  Nurse  Lane  leaned  over  and  read  Sarah's  paper. 
I  bet  the  whole  thing  was  already  filled  out  in  just  sixty-five  sec- 
onds. "Where  is  Mrs.  Gossen?" 

"She  was  waiting  outside  for  you,"  Sarah  said.  "You  didn't 
see  her  outside?" 

Many  other  students  chimed  in  answers.  I  was  back  to 
drawing  but  this  time  I  was  trying  to  draw  Mrs.  Gossen  with  a 
green  face  swelling  up  like  a  balloon  because  I  figured  that  those 
solids  were  watermelon  seeds  and  my  grandpa  said  that  if  you 
swallow  a  watermelon  seed  it  will  grow  inside  of  you. 

"Just  a  second,  she  was  outside  waiting  for  me?" 

"Yeah,  Nurse  Lane,  she  drank  this  scary  stuff  and  we  think 
it  was  poison!  Mrs.  Gossen  was  turning  green!" 

"Green?  Well  that  can't  be  good.  We'll  have  to  find  her 
right  away.  Mark,  would  you  go  to  the  office  and  ask  Mrs.  Mason 
to  look  for  your  teacher?  Do  any  of  you  know  what  this  scary 
stuff  was  that  Mrs.  Gossen  drank?" 

"It's  on  her  desk!  I  think  it  was  pond  water  with  tadpoles." 

I  looked  up  at  Nurse  Lane  sniffing  at  the  liquid  inside  the 
cup.  Quickly  she  fanned  her  nose  and  put  it  down. 

"That  smells  awful  like  a  swamp  full  of  mud!"  She  pulled 
out  one  of  the  "solids"  and  squished  it  between  her  fingers.  "And 
this  looks  like  the  new  bug  that  carries  the  mylagreentrip  dis- 
ease!" 

There  was  a  loud  bump  and  I  watched  now  with  some  fear 
as  Mrs.  Gossen  came  stumbling  through  the  door  greener  than 
ever.  "Sit  down,  sit  down  class,"  Nurse  Lane  shouted.  "Mrs. 
Gossen,  are  you  all  right?" 

"Maybe  I  don't  feel  so  well  after  all." 

"Here  sit  in  this  chair  and  I  will  check  to  see  what's  wrong." 

Nurse  Lane  checked  for  Mrs.  Gossen's  temperature  and  let 
out  a  gasp.  Then  she  used  her  stethoscope  to  check  Mrs. 
Gossen's  heart  beat  and  her  eyes  went  wide.  I  was  actually  on 
the  edge  of  my  seat  and  had  dropped  my  pen. 

"Mrs.  Gossen.  You've  got  to  go  to  the  doctor.  Your  tem- 
perature is  one  hundred  and  one  degrees  and  your  heart  rate  is 
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unusually  high.  Those  are  surely  the  signs  of  the  new  myla- 
greentrip  disease  carried  by  the  swamp  water  bugs." 

The  girls  in  the  class  started  whining  and  holding  their 
hands  tightly  in  their  lap  like  the  way  kindergarteners  pray  in  Sun- 
day school.  I  wasn't  sure  about  what  was  going  on  but  I  was 
starting  to  get  worried  that  I  shouldn't  have  been  drawing  this 
whole  time.  Something  was  really  wrong! 

"But,  . .  ."  said  Mrs.  Gossen  at  a  level  I  could  hardly  hear. 
She  wasn't  far  away  from  me. 

"No  buts,"  said  Nurse  Lane.  "Class,  follow  me  while  I  take 
Mrs.  Gossen  to  the  office  and  you  can  go  to  the  library." 

"Nurse  Lane,  just  a  se-second.  I  don't  have  any  swamps 
around  me  and  all  I  had  was  some  old  soda  pop  I  found  in  the 
bottom  of  my  fridge." 

"I  don't  think  so,"  said  Nurse  Lane  and  she  pulled  my  very 
green  teacher  to  her  feet. 

"Wait!  Let's  have  Ms.  Phillips  check  the  liquid.  She  is  the 
scientist  and  she'll  know  that  it  is  not  poison  or  swamp  water." 
Sarah  still  had  her  smartness  while  the  other  girls  were  whisper- 
ing and  looked  almost  in  tears?  I  wanted  to  shoot  her  another 
deadly  stare  but  she  was  marching  up  to  the  front  of  the  class. 
She  snatched  up  the  pass  like  she  was  a  queen  and  went  to  get 
Ms.  Phillips.  I  couldn't  help  thinking  that  no  matter  what  was  hap- 
pening only  she  could  get  away  with  walking  out  like  that. 

Pretty  soon  the  mid-sized  room  was  very  crowded  because 
Mark  had  come  back  with  Mrs.  Mason  and  Ms.  Phillips  had  ar- 
rived with  her  science  testing  kit  and  microscope.  As  she  pre- 
pared for  an  experiment  with  the  liquid  she  asked  everyone  to  sit 
down  so  she  could  concentrate.  She  made  several  slides  for  the 
microscope  and  several  more  samples  that  she  added  her  spe- 
cial chemicals  too.  She  even  got  out  one  of  the  solids  and 
pinned  it  down  under  a  magnifying  glass. 

"I  think  this  looks  like  sugar  crystals  inside  the  liquid  and  the 
strange  solid  looks  like  vitis  or  something  similar.  These  other 
samples  tell  me  that  the  liquid  contains  water,  phosphoric  acid, 
and  some  syrup  substance."  Almost  every  student  gasped  when 
the  nurse  said  acid  but  more  started  talking  when  she  said  syrup 
because  some  had  guessed  syrup  and  thought  they  knew  what 
the  secret  liquid  was.  I  wasn't  so  good  at  science  and  I  had  no 
idea  what  Ms.  Phillips  was  talking  about  so  I  was  trying  really 
hard  to  pay  attention.  I  hadn't  given  my  attention  to  anything 
lately  and  it  was  proving  hard  to  do. 

"How  can  that  be?  Mrs.  Gossen  is  showing  all  the  signs  of 
the  mylagreentrip  disease,"  said  Nurse  Lane. 

"Oh,  that  disease?  Did  you  read  about  that  in  an  email? 
It's  a  joke  that's  been  around  for  ever.  Looks  like  what  you've  got 
here  is  regular  old  soda  pop  that's  got  way  too  much  sugar  in  it." 
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"But  look,  Mrs.  Gossen  is  green  and  the  students  say  she's 
been  stumbling  all  over  the  room.  Mrs.  Gossen?" 

Everyone  including  myself  turned  to  the  back  of  the  room 
and  looked  at  Mrs.  Gossen  who  was  smiling  from  ear  to  ear  and 
didn't  look  the  slightest  bit  green.  All  the  attention  I  paid  to  Ms. 
Phillips  cost  me  a  loss  in  watching  Mrs.  Gossen.  I  was  too 
shocked  to  say  anything. 

"Congratulations  class.  You  just  got  a  first-class  science 
lesson  on  my  first  try  with  a  grade  of  A+." 

The  students  looked  across  at  one  another  and  from  their 
principal,  to  the  nurse,  then  back  to  their  teacher.  Only  the  stu- 
dents looked  confused. 

"I  have  no  disease  and  Ms.  Phillips  has  proven  that  what  I 
had  was  no  poison.  All  of  those  ingredients  make  soda  and  vitis 
is  just  a  fancy  word  for  grapes.  Those  were  raisins  inside  mello 
yellow  that  I  added  extra  sugar  and  food  coloring  to.  Your  next 
science  topic  is  on  gases  and  it  was  the  gas  and  carbonation  in 
the  soda  that  caused  all  the  raisins  to  float.  Ever  since  I  learned 
that  I  would  have  to  teach  a  science  lesson  this  week  I've  been 
planning  this  trick  to  play  on  you.  Girls,  I'm  sorry  you  got  so  up- 
set." 

Every  student  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief  and  several  came 
up  to  hug  Mrs.  Gossen  and  to  thank  Nurse  Lane.  Because  of  all 
the  trouble  no  one  had  noticed  the  time.  It  was  time  to  go  to 
lunch  and  recess.  I  guess  that's  why  Ms.  Phillips  could  come  to 
the  "rescue"  since  her  project  during  our  class  period  had  long 
been  finished.  Mrs.  Gossen  dismissed  all  of  us  and  everyone 
flooded  to  the  cafeteria  to  tell  their  friends  right  away  about  the 
secret  liquid  that  was  poison  soda  pop  and  how  their  teacher  had 
super  powers  to  survive  it.  We  all  got  a  small  cup  of  the  secret 
liquid  to  have  with  lunch  and  then  enjoyed  the  recess  period  be- 
fore coming  back  to  class.  I  saw  Wade  sort  of  hanging  back  and 
thought  about  the  things  that  could  have  gone  wrong  and  the 
things  that  I  could  have  done  if  I  was  paying  attention.  Mrs. 
Gossen  noticed  him  in  the  back  of  the  line  and  walked  back  to- 
wards him.  I  couldn't  hear  what  they  were  saying  but  Wade 
smiled  a  bit  towards  the  end  and  Mrs.  Gossen  told  us  to  start 
walking  in  the  line  back  to  class. 

When  the  day  was  over  I  had  decided  to  talk  to  Wade  about 
what  was  up  between  him  and  Mrs.  Gossen  and  to  congratulate 
him  on  saying  more  than  one  word  today  and  maybe  to  ask  if  I 
could  be  his  friend. 

"Hey,  Wade.  Good  job  speaking  up  in  class  today  and 
thanks  for  backing  me  up  when  I  thought  she  was  turning  green. 
I  wish  I  had  known  it  was  a  joke." 

"It  was  a  good  joke  huh?  She  really  had  me  worried  there 
for  a  bit." 
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"Is  that  why  you  talked  to  her  at  the  end  of  recess?" 

"Oh  yeah  ...  I  told  her  I  had  been  worried  about  her  and 
that  the  joke  was  kind  of  mean.  She  said  it  had  maybe  gone  a  bit 
too  far  but  that  she  was  fine.  It  was  make-up  and  then  the  soda 
with  raisins.  No  poison  and  no  sewage." 

"Well,  I  am  going  to  try  to  pay  more  attention  next  time  so  I 
don't  look  like  a  dork  when  she  starts  playing  more  tricks  on  us." 

"Or,  if  you'll  help  me,  we  could  play  a  trick  on  her." 

I  figured  he'd  broken  his  shell  today  and  that  he  would 
make  a  pretty  good  friend.  We  huddled  to  whisper  before  our 
buses  got  there  to  take  us  home  and  made  a  plan  for  that  Friday. 
I  guess  that's  another  story  that  I'll  have  to  tell  you  later  but  we 
were  thinking  about  adding  a  trick  for  Sarah  too. 
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To  My  Future  Wife 


I  pray  when  our  eyes 
meet  for  the  first  time, 
that  neither  of  us  will  ever 
look  away: 

When  cooking  dinner  becomes 

a  war,  where  carrot  shavings  become 

projectiles  and  water  is  flying  everywhere, 

and  we  can  enjoy  the  moment 

without  worrying  about  who  will 

clean  up  the  mess. 

When  bill  receipts  become  decorations, 
covering  our  Wall  of  Achievement 
and  we  don't  need  a  fancy  car  or 
fifty-two  inch  TV  to  be  happy. 

When  the  kids  are  laughing  and 
everything's  ok,  and  when 
the  bill  collectors  are 
still  strangers; 

Through  sleepless  nights  and 
crying  babies,  through 
hurried  mornings  when  we 
rush  to  work  without  stopping 
for  a  hug  or  kiss. 

Through  the  times  when  we're 

pinching  pennies  just 

to  feed  the  mouths 

we  created,  and  money  seems  to 

disappear  as  quickly  as  the  hair 

on  my  head. 

Though  it's  rained  for  a  week,  and 
the  roof  finds  another  place  to 
leak  every  day. 


Though  the  clock 
sounds  so  early  every 
morning,  yet  never  moves 
quickly  enough  as  the  day 
draws  to  a  close. 

To  my  future  wife 
I  long  for  those  days— both 
good  and  bad— that  we  can 
walk  through  life  happy 
just  to  be  together. 

Scott  <Winn 
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Jefferson  Waltz 

"The  fish  don't  fry  in  the  kitchen" 
Grandma  once  said 

So  the  seasoned  delicacy  was  charred  outside 

But  not  before  Momma  added  her  touch 

For  when  it  graced  Daddy's  lips 

You  were  sure  to  hear  someone  had  stuck  their  foot  in  it. 

Sister  and  I  knew  better 

We  knew  whose  hand  was  the  best 

For  Grandma  told  us  plenty  of  times 

"The  beans  don't  burn  on  the  grill" 

Xanisha  (Pitt 
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Letters  to  the  Editor 
Brian  Gullberg 


I  object  to  the  overuse  of  facts  and  statistics  within  your  newspa- 
per. By  filling  your  pages  with  this  raw  data  are  you  trying  to  just 
fill  up  space?  Is  it  part  of  a  hidden  agenda?  It  is  a  well  known 
fact  that  60%  of  all  statistics  are  in  fact  made  up.  They  are  com- 
plete fiction.  Further  the  reliance  upon  facts  is  a  trend  that  I  find 
very  unpatriotic.  If  the  founding  fathers  had  relied  upon  the  odds 
of  defeating  the  British  Empire  we  would  all  be  speaking  English 
right  now. 

Sincerely,  Yullie  Nifter 
Honorary  Member 
Fiction  in  Print  Association 

This  letter  is  in  praise  of  your  paper  and  specifically  your  recent 
addition  of  a  local  heroes  section.  Me  and  my  group  find  this 
section  informative  and  often  heartwarming.  We  reference  this 
section  of  your  paper  above  all  others.  Please  continue  doing  a 
fine  job  and  please  continue  to  list  the  names,  addresses,  and 
continue  to  include  photos  of  these  local  heroes. 
Sincerely,  J.  F.  Urloker 
Activities  Director 

Unreformed  Stalkers  Out  On  Parole  Organization 

I  resent  having  to  write  this  letter  but  your  paper  along  with  many 
others  has  perpetuated  a  falsehood.  Your  paper  is  wronging  my 
species  with  its  depictions  of  whales  as  victims.  In  truth  some  of 
us  do  need  help,  but  there  are  many  who  like  myself  are  fully 
functional  members  of  society.  By  only  running  stories  that  show 
whales  as  needing  help  you  are  creating  an  entire  generation  of 
whales  who  grow  up  thinking  that  they  cannot  do  for  themselves. 
Why  are  you  only  focusing  on  the  negative?  There  are  so  many 
within  the  whale  community  that  do  positive  things  that  are  never 
reported  on. 
Sincerely,  Zippy 

Head  of  The  Whale  Self  Actualization  and  Empowerment  Pro- 
gram 

Thank  you  for  the  inclusion  of  a  television  guide  within  your  Sun- 
day paper.  And  for  putting  it  in  such  a  convenient  place.  Now 
that  it's  within  the  Beliefs  &  Morals  Section  I  can  find  it  more  eas- 
ily. I  kept  looking  for  it  in  the  High  Art  &  Cultural  section.  And 
those  three  question  interviews  with  the  losers  of  amateur  singing 


52 


competitions  are  priceless,  I  frame  them  and  put  them  on  my 
walls.  Also  if  you  could  combine  the  comics,  advice,  and  horo- 
scopes within  the  Beliefs  &  Morals  section  I  would  appreciate  it. 
Also  where  is  your  monster  truck  section  I  check  the  Global 
News  section  but  didn't  find  it? 
Sincerely,  Abe  Arnold 
Sarcasm  Preservation  Society 

What  is  your  problem  with  your  camera  work?  Every  picture  I 

see  of  another  woman  she  never  has  facial  hair.  We  all  know 

that  Hollywood  only  portrays  women  who  are  clean  shaven,  but  I 

expected  more  from  an  "objective"  paper.  Its  simple  biology, 

woman  may  not  have  much  hair,  but  we  do  have  some.  Is  this 

another  unrealistic  expectation  brought  to  use  by  the  makers  of 

children's  dolls? 

Sincerely,  Oloday  Saose 

Spokeswoman 

Woman  with  Whiskers  Club 

Local  #43 

Those  of  us  with  brains  in  our  head  would  like  to  point  out  your 
paper's  dogmatic  adherence  to  chronological  ordering.  This  is  an 
insult  to  your  reader's  intelligence.  We  know  how  to  count  and 
can  choose  where  to  begin.  You  should  investigate  what  some 
of  your  competition  is  doing  with  creative  numbering.  Just  the 
other  day  I  picked  up  a  competing  paper  on  the  train  and  found 
the  pages  numbered  as  follows:  3,10,2,5,7,  and  12.  This  more 
modern  format  fits  my  more  modern  life  style  very  well,  and  your 
paper  would  do  well  to  think  about  this. 
Sincerely,  Voma  Erast 
President 

Revolution  and  Chaos  in  Numbering  Board 
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Apathy 


After  soft  summer  showers,  my  brother  and  I 

stand  under  the  weeping  willow, 

tug  on  its  drooping  branches, 

look  upward  closing  our  eyes  as  the  water 

drizzles  its  cooling  mist  over  our  sun-burnt  faces. 

Blistering  heat  suddenly  becomes  harmless; 
its  weapons  are  not  fatal  as  we  stand  beneath 
the  protection  of  this  graceful  giant, 
sheltering  us  beneath  its  languid  arms. 

Its  tears  rain  down  on  us  these  lazy  afternoons, 

and  we  relish  the  moments 

spent  under  the  branches  of  our  guardian. 


Now,  I  no  longer  run  to  nature 

to  shelter  me  from  the  intense  heat. 

While  the  willows'  leaves  drift  to  the  soil, 
I  sip  on  my  iced  tea  and  recall  summer  days 
spent  under  the  sadness  of  their  shadow. 

<£.  Jishky  (jCenn 
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Time  Out 


The  train  has  come  and  gone; 
you  missed  it  by  a  minute. 

Shame  when  these  things  happen 
to  people  with  good  intentions. 

But  look  at  you  with  all  that  luggage. 
No  wonder  you  didn't  make  it. 

Sit  here  on  this  bench  with  me. 

Wait. 

Watch  the  shadows  walk  away. 
Buy  a  paper.  Read  aloud 
to  people  going  somewhere. 

Another  train  will  come... 


<E.  flshky  Qtenn 
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